POSTSCRIPT
Hlinka Guard were a kind of auxiliary formation, the apprentices
of the Storm Troopers.
In the Carlton Hotel, where the Little Entente had once locked
me in the lavatory, where a few weeks before I had found in the
dining-room a strong clerical fragrance and seen the Slovak
politicians who were now acting as Germany's instruments,
affably chatting with their acquaintances among the richer Jews
of Bratislava, in the Carlton Hotel I found the old, familiar picture
of secret police agents, of closed lips and covert glances, of
apprehensive people standing about and waiting, waiting. I
walked through the ghetto and saw the synagogues barricaded,
the Jews whispering together at their doors. Then in the town
I saw the Storm Troopers, German and Slovak, marching about
and singing, heard the crash of breaking glass, and saw a street
of Jewish shops wrecked.
At nine o'clock there was curfew and everything was closed;
none might go out save at the risk of being chased by some
lunatic youth with a bayoneted rifle. So we sat in a bedroom of the
hotel, myself and some colleagues whom I had known in Berlin
and Vienna and Budapest, and talked of times past, present and to
come, and outside the town was still save for the occasional tramp,
tramp, tramp of the Storm Troopers and for mysterious shots and
explosions.
We heard that Father Tiso had appealed to Hitler, and the next
day he went to Berlin, telephoned from Hitler's office to Karel
Sidor in Bratislava instructing hiih to call the Slovak Diet for the
proclamation of Slovak independence and, with the might of
Germany behind him, returned, together with the other Ministers
who had fled to Germany, to become President of a Slovak
Statelet under German protection.
Many men in our time play one part — that of the appellant
to Hitler —and the good Father Tiso, with his comfortable
corpulence, takes his place among them. I don't know how high
he stands in the favour of the Vatican, nor does it concern me,
nor is it of any importance, in my estimation. He has passed from
the scene, to all effect, and his Slovakia was never more captive
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